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The  imiversal  spirit  broods 

On  simple  things  no  less  than  grand- 
The  essence  of  a  thousand  goods 

Clasped  in  a  single  hand. 
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I  HAVE  seen  thee  but  a  day, 
Left  thee  as  I  met  thee, 
See  thee  never  more  I  may, 
Yet  fain  would  not  forget  thee. 

For  thy  presence  moved  me  so, 

And  thy  beauty  tender, 
Praises  thou  wilt  never  know 

Lovingly  I  render. 

Eyes  that  glanced  beneath  the  sky, 
Paths  that  met  and  parted. 

Sorrowful  awhile  am  I: 
Be  thou  merry-hearted. 
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of  gladness, 
My  heart  is  like  a  flower  that  seeks  thy  sun. 

Child  of  sadness, 
I  long  for  thee  as  stars  for  the  silent  moon. 

Child  of  light, 
My  heart  ascends  with  thy  bright  day  begun. 

Child  of  night, 
My  spirit  craves  thy  dark,  mysterious  boon. 

O  soaring  power, 
Thou  shalt  prevail  not  in  the  midnight  hour. 

O  paler  beam, 
Thou  growest  wan  before  the  morning  gleam. 

Children  of  time, 
Share  thus  the  fleeting  homage  of  my  rhyme. 
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THE  day  is  quickly  ended, 
When  I  thy  face  may  see : 
Sleepless  and  unattended 
I  lie  and  think  of  thee. 

The  long  night  has  descended — 
How  long  it  seems  to  me — 

The  fleet  day  soon  is  ended, 
When  I  have  been  with  thee. 
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DEAREST,  I  cannot  dare 
To  tell  thee  all  my  heart: 
So  sweet  the  vain  days  are 

I  cannot  bear  to  part. 
What  were  all  else  to  me, 
If  I  must  part  from  thee. 

So  sweet  the  days  wherein 
Naught  of  thy  love  I  have, 

Nor  any  hope  to  win, 
Nor  any  power  to  save. 

0  piteous  constancy, 

That  wastes  my  time  and  me. 

Yet  till  these  days  are  spent, 
Since  I  may  call  thee  friend, 

1  needs  must  rest  content, 
And  wait  the  hopeless  end, 

That,  spite  of  thee  and  me, 
At  last,  I  know,  must  be. 
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I  TOLD  my  love  to  the  embers, 
Burning  dim  and  low, 
Whose  faint  light  half-remembers 
The  fire  of  long  ago. 

I  spoke  (for  love  brought  madness) 
As  if  thou  heardst  me  there, 

As  yet  in  hope  of  gladness 

Wouldst  thou  but  hear  my  prayer. 

A  little  speech  in  the  darkness, 
With  no  one  there  to  hear, 

And  now  again  comes  starkness 
And  the  loneliness  I  fear. 
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NOW  will  I  tell  thee  all, 
Though  the  cup  be  but  gall; 
I  care  not  what  befall. 

I  can  no  longer  bear 

To  see  thy  face  grow  fair 

With  joys  I  may  not  share. 

What  though  the  words  I  speak 

Only  avail  to  break 

The  bonds  of  friendship  weak  ? 

What  though  my  tale  make  end 
Even  of  the  name  of  friend : 
Break  that  thou  canst  not  mend. 

Once  I  had  hope  to  gain ; 

Mad  thoughts  my  heart  was  fain 

Idly  to  entertain. 

For  me,  in  vain  appeal, 

I  dreamed  that  thou  couldst  feel 

The  sting  that  none  may  heal 

I  have  grown  wise  in  this: 
I  know  past  hope  it  is 
To  gain  what  I  did  miss. 
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Yet  it  is  sweet  to  dream 
On  the  familiar  theme, 
Until  I  almost  seem 

To  have  my  whole  desire, 
Winning,  on  fruitless  hire, 
Jihe  feigned  joy  of  fire. 

Dreams  can  but  ease  awhile 
Lips  that  care  not  to  smile, 
Hearts  that  forget  their  guile. 

Their  fitful  visions  fly 
Fast  from  the  memory: 
Sleep-born,  in  sleep  they  die. 

I  need  severer  art 

To  heal  my  heavy  heart 

Now  that  we  two  must  part. 

Wherefore,  if  this  may  move, 
Search  in  my  heart  to  prove 
The  power  of  fruitless  love. 

I  love  thee;  it  is  spoken: 
Accept  the  written  token  : 
Thus  let  the  spell  be  broken. 


i2  THE  RECORD 


O  HAPPY  tree, 
1 


Rejoice  with  me; 
Thou  too  hast  found  thy  fullness  with  the  spring. 

O  joyous  thrush, 
Sing  from  thy  bush ; 
Thy  gladness  still  pursues  thy  wandering  wing. 

O  deep  brown  earth, 
Womb  of  all  birth, 
Exult;   for  I  am  fruitful  as  thou  art. 

O  far,  blue  sky, 
Be  glad  as  I ; 
Make  bright  thy  face  to  please  a  lover's  heart. 

O  earth-born  soul, 
Soar  past  control; 
For  thou  hast  found  the  crown  of  all  desire. 

O  heavenly  sun, 
Ere  day  be  done, 
Consume  my  gladness  in  thy  deathless  fire. 
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OUR  time  is  short,  my  dearest; 
Yet,  on  this  present  day, 
The  future  that  thou  fearest 
Seems  very  far  away. 

To-day  has  gifts  in  plenty. 

Why  heed  to-morrow's  frown. 
For  we,  who  love  at  twenty, 

Can  live  the  future  down. 

Then  let  us  take  our  pleasure — 
Young  hearts  shall  have  their  fill- 

And  let  the  morrow  measure 
Whatever  pains  it  will. 
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HAVE  seen,  I  have  seen, 
-Thou  art  fair  as  the  sun, 
Thy  glances  as  keen, 
Thy  changes  as  many. 
How  thy  radiances  run 

To  my  spirit  that  longs  for  thy  face  that  is  fairer 
and  dearer  than  any. 

I  have  felt  thee  so  near 
That  the  sound  of  thy  breathing 
Has  fall'n  on  mine  ear 
Like  a  whisper  of  gladness, 
And  the  warmth  of  it  wreathing 
Around  me  has  been  as  the  breath  of  a  spirit  of 
exquisite  madness. 

I  have  touched  thee;   thy  touch 
Has  been  warm  on  my  flesh, 
Lying  lightly,  ev'n  such 
As  the  touch  of  desire. 
How  the  memory  is  fresh 

Of  a  touch  that  has  run  to  my  heart  with  a  trail 
of  unquenchable  fire. 
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THOU  art  the  blue  of  the  sky, 
Thou  art  the  grey  of  the  cloud, 
Thou  art  the  lamb's  slight  cry, 
And  the  train  that  roars  aloud. 

Thou  art  the  sum  of  all, 
Thou  art  the  soul  in  me: 

No  sound  or  sight  can  fall 
But  is  full  of  the  form  of  thee. 
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II 


I   HAVE  lain  with  thee  beside  me, 
And  watched  the  pale  stars  shine, 
And  felt  thy  form  beside  me, 
Through  the  long  night  divine. 

O  loveliness  commingling 

In  my  heart  with  the  starry  sky, 
Thou  hast  usurped  the  splendour 

Of  God's  eternity. 
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AT  A  CONCERT 

ONLY  a  touch  of  our  hands  by  chance — 
Oh,  but  a  trail  of  flame. 
Only  a  thoughtless,  joyful  glance, 
But  who  shall  name  its  name? 

A  look  from  thee,  and  thy  body  warm, 

And  the  music  mingling  clear, 
And  out  again  to  the  heedless  swarm, 

Where  I  may  not  call  thee  dear. 
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CLAIM  worship  and  not  honour,  if  ye  dare : 
Worship  abides,  when  trust  has  flown  elsewhere. 

Crave  not  to  love;   for,  loving,  thou  shalt  find 
Thou  givest  gifts  to  which  the  world  is  blind. 

Turn  not  from  love ;  for  whoso  loves  indeed 
Can  find  naught  else  to  satisfy  his  need. 

Blame  not  the  world  that  scorns  thee  in  thy  need : 
To  claim  both  love  and  sympathy  were  greed. 

Love  shall  have  slaves  when  other  gods  are  lonely ; 
For  all  shall  praise  and  serve  his  godhead  only. 
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A  FLAUNTING  cavalier 
With  a  cloak  of  royal  blue, 
Without  respect  or  fear. 

(Queens'  hearts  were  never  true.) 

A  maid  with  modest  eye 

At  her  window  her  tresses  combing, 
A  queen's  lord  passing  by. 

(Kings'  hearts  were  ever  roaming.) 

A  godlike  king  on  a  throne, 

Beside  him  a  great  queen's  glory, 

Two  hearts,  each  heart  alone. 

(Of  kings  and  queens  is  the  story  ?) 
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NOT  lightly  have  I  loved, 
Nor  lightly  let  thee  go, 
Ere  I  have  vainly  proved 
All  lover's  arts  I  know. 

Then,  if  I  leave  thee  now, 
Think  not  thou  art  not  dear: 

A  dearer  love  than  thou 
Shall  never  feel  me  near. 

Thou  hast  been  all  to  me: 
I,  thine  to  mar  or  make. 

Still  mine  the  thought  of  thee ; 
This  thing  thou  canst  not  take. 

So,  while  thou  followest 
The  pleasure  of  thy  heart, 

I,  who  have  left  the  quest, 
Will  praise  thee  by  my  art. 
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IT  is  good  to  love,  though  love  have  a  hopeless 
end: 

I  thank  the  gods  I  have  lived  to  call  thee  friend. 
Yea,  I  thank  the  gods,  though  this  be  the  end  of  all, 
Though  their  decree  is  fixed  and  must  befall, 
Yet  I  have  seen  thy  face.     It  is  hard  to  say 
That  all  must  end,  but  I  know  not  another  way. 
It  is  hard  to  live,  when  the  light  that  burned  ahead 
Has  flashed  up  high  for  a  moment  and  sunk  down 

dead. 

It  is  hard ;  but  the  light  of  life  still  burns  within, 
And  the  love  of  thee  that  has  lost  the  hope  to  win, 
Still  is  a  mighty  power  and  cannot  perish: 
It   shall   guide   my   life,   though    it   have   none   to 

cherish. 

Though  I  have  lost,  thank  God  for  remembrance  still: 
For  how  can  I  say  that  my  life  has  fallen  out  ill, 
While  still  the  memory  of  thee  stands  fair  and  fast 
And  the  image  of  thee,  and  a  present  built  of  the 

past. 
Time  was,  I  dreamed  of  the  future,  glad  dreams  and 

wild; 
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And   now  and  again  I  woke   from  my  dream  and 

smiled ; 
For  I  knew  even  then,  when  my  heart  grew  sober 

and  dull, 

That,  with  this  I  had  won  already,  my  cup  was  full : 
But  now  I  must  lose  even  that:  thank  God  again 
That  memory  lives  of  the  love  I  have  loved  in 

vain. 

In  vain  ?  nay,  not  quite  vainly,  if  this  be  so : 
For  the  image  of  thee  is  a  precious  thing  to  know, 
And  the  thought  of  thee  shall  be  my  paraclete, 
When  again  the  fates  deny  some  thing  that  is  sweet. 
Then  I  will  think  of  thee,  and  thy  loss  shall  seem 
A  little  thing,  4  betwixt  a  dream  and  a  dream.' 
Thou,  who  hast  given  small  love,  hast  given  me  this, 
A  new  life,  fashioned  of  dreams,  whose  might  it  is 
To  heed  not  at  all  the  fates  that  grudge  and  deny 
The  pitiful  guerdon  man  selleth  his  soul  to  buy. 
I  have  lost  the  best    Be  it  so.    Shall  the  heart  re- 
pine? 
Or  seek  bought  pleasures  to  soothe  or  the  savour 

of  wine  ? 

Nay,  if  a  man  love  well,  having  lost  the  best, 
He  will  keep  the  memory  of  that  and  turn  to  his 
rest. 
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The  years  have  many  a  deed  they  will  yet  unfold 
And  my  heart  shall  soon  wake  to  the  call  of  their 

glittering  gold. 
They  have  gifts  yet  to  offer,  and,  though  they  deny 

me  thy  glory, 
O  best  of  all,  who  knoweth  the  end  of  the  story  ? 
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BECAUSE  I  have  no  art 
To  celebrate  delight, 
Love  hath  no  will 
My  heart 
To  fill 
With  his  victorious  might. 

Because  my  songs  awake 

Only  to  solace  grief, 

When  I  am  sad 

To  make 

Me  glad 

He  bringeth  no  relief. 

Because  my  songs  are  cold 

My  life  must  know  no  bliss, 

My  barren  days 

Have  sold 

Their  praise 

To  buy  me  naught  but  this. 
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I  than  my  verse  am  less : 

Yet  give  me  strength  of  song, 

And  I  will  praise 

And  bless 

The  days 

That  to  my  art  belong. 
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I  HAVE  sold  the  moon  for  a  kiss 
And  each  star  for  a  sigh, 
And  the  noontide  sun  for  a  smile, 
Hapless  I. 

I  have  won  a  kiss  for  the  moon, 

And  a  sigh  for  each  star, 
And  a  smile  for  the  noontide  sun, 
Happier  far. 

For  the  moon  shall  die  ere  the  dawn 

And  the  stars  shall  fade, 
And  the  sun  to  night  shall  yield 
Afraid. 

But  I  feel  the  print  of  the  kiss, 

And  the  sighs  I  know, 
And  the  smile  I  can  see  as  then 
Long  ago. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  DIARY  27 


19 

THE  great  sun's  golden  glory  writhes  on  the 
parching  ground ; 
The  breathless  woods  are  silent,  the   air  has   not 

a  sound. 
The  dead  day  yields  no  gladness :   beneath  the  sheer, 

sharp  sky, 
Upon  this  hill  of  sorrow,  I  watch  the  great  birds  fly. 

They  fly  with  leaden  pinions  and  gaunt  uneasy  flight, 
Sweeping  in  sad  procession  across  the  ways  of  light : 
Their   gloomy   shapes,    as  shadows,  brood  on   the 

wingless  airs ; 
My  heart  that    mourns    thine   absence    the    heavy 

silence  shares. 

I  dare  not  speak  within  me  the  only  words  I  know, 
That  I  have  lost  thy  presence — I  who  have  loved 

thee  so. 
I  cannot  meet  the  silence  that  shrouds  thine  empty 

place ; 
But  on  this  hill  of  weeping  I  watch  the  hard  sky's  face. 
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DEAREST,  I  scarce  have   heart   to   love  tliee 
more : 

Long  love  without  requital  only  breeds 
In    the    heart's    rich    meadow-land   such  poisonous 

weeds 

As  choke  the  sweet  growth  that  sprang  there  before. 
I  have  no  salve  to  heal  my  spirit  sore, 
No  stored-up  joy  whereon  the  full  heart  feeds ; 
The  future  brings  no  hope  of  worthier  deeds, 
No  grandeur  can  the  buried  past  restore, 
Only  weak  words  shall  ease  my  long  regret ; 
For,  though  I  scorn  them,  these  shall  serve  me  still 
With  fond  imaginations  that  beget 
False  pleasures  to  beguile  mine  eager  will, 
That  I  my  spirit's  craving  may  fulfil 
With  art's  void  dreams  upon  a  phantom  set. 
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AS  that  old  banished  man  who  slew  his  sire 
-fTLAnd  with  his  mother  shared  incestuous  bed, 
And  many  bitter  tears  thereafter  shed, — 
For  the  high  gods  spared  not  their  deathless  ire — 
Wandering  alone,  consumed  with  vain  desire 
I  dream  again  of  pleasures  idly  sped, 
Content,  now  present  joys  and  hopes  are  dead, 
To  warm  my  spirit  with  remembered  fire. 
For  love,  that  hath  no  boundary  and  no  term, 
Our  deeds  have  made  as  mortal  as  the  dust, 
And  cold  decay  hath  slain  the  swelling  germ 
Ev'n  as  it  broke  the  hard  earth's  frozen  crust. 
Would  God  thou   mightst  have  stayed  the  canker- 
worm 
A  little  while,  till  we  had  found  our  trust. 
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WE  passed  by  chance  at  the  door, 
The  gloom  was  in  thy  face: 
This  is  the  self-same  place, 
Here  where  we  meet  no  more. 

I  had  often  seen  thee  glad 
Or  listless,  or  asleep, 
But  my  heart  gave  a  leap 

To  see  thy  face  so  sad. 

And  my  lips  idly  moved, 

And  my  mouth  strove  to  cry, 
As  thou  wast  passing  by, 

O  lost  and  dearly  loved. 
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WHEN  sad  thoughts  throng1  around  me, 
And  memory  scarce  is  dear, 
What  then  shall  ease  my  sorrow, 

What  then  shall  calm  my  fear? 

No  longer  hopes  avail  me, 

Nor  hopeless  dreams  sustain : 

Thou,  only  thou,  my  dearest, 

Canst  make  me  man  again. 


32  THE  RECORD 


24 

ONE  loving  word  has  no  less  power 
To  re-create  the  long-past  hour, 
Because  thy  face  is  seldom  seen 
And  I  must  live  on  what  has  been. 

For  sometimes  still  I  dare  to  dream 
Thou  lovest  as  thy  looks  do  seem, 
When  I  have  seen  thine  eyes  grow  kind, 
As  if  they  speak  a  loving  mind. 

Ev'n  now  a  glance  from  thee  can  make 
The  world  grow  joyous  for  thy  sake, 
And  bring  past  pleasures  back  to  me, 
Wherein  I  live  again  with  thee. 
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ALONE  in  the  silent  room  with  thee 
-£~1L  (How  slow  the  clouds  lag  past) 
I  sit  and  dreams  steal  over  me 
(Love  only  flieth  fast). 

Dreams  of  old  dreams  attend  my  thought 
(The  slow  clouds  cross  the  pane) 

Dreams  of  lost  pleasures  dearly  bought 
(No  cloud  returns  again). 

Thou  still  art  near  me,  yet  not  mine 
(Sad  clouds,  awhile  be  still) 

There  is  no  loveliness  like  thine 

(Love  wounds,  but  scorns  to  kill). 

O  sorrow,  passing  human  wit 

(The  wan  clouds  all  are  flown) 

Here  in  this  silent  room  we  sit 
Two  souls,  each  soul  alone. 
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HERE  amid  rustling  leafage  at  the  fall 
I  stand  and  dream  of  springtime  past  recall. 
The  land  was  green  when  we  two  went  together 
To  pluck  fresh  cowslips  in  the  windy  weather. 
Does  thy  dear  memory  still  retain  like  mine 
The  cherished  image  of  that  day  divine — 
The  warm  sun  bathing  all  the  fragrant  ground, 
The  trees,  the  springing  grass,  the  birds'  shrill  sound, 
The  glad  day  trembling  with  a  thousand  thrills, 
When  we  two  wandered  up  and  down  the  hills? 
And  I  can  call  to  mind  thy  happy  laughter, 
As,  dashing  on,  whilst  I  went  hurrying  after, 
Thou  earnest  on  cowslips  nestling  close  to  earth 
On  the  warm  breast  of  her  who  gave  them  birth. 
How  pleased  thou  wast  to  pull  each  tender  stalk, 
And  proudly  show  a  prize  well  worth  the  walk, 
As  if  in  those  sweet  blooms  I  had  such  pleasure 
As  in  thy  presence,  O  thou  radiant  treasure. 
Hast  thou  forgotten  this?    Or  can  I  claim 
That  sometimes  still  thy  lips  should  form  my  name  ? 
Dear  heart,  I  scarce  believe  thou  canst  forget 
The  bunch  of  cowslips  that  thy  fingers  set 
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Upon  my  heart,  the  nosegay  thou  didst  make 
That  I  that  day  might  wear  it  for  thy  sake. 
Yet  not  that  day  alone,  but  evermore 
I  keep  thy  flowers,  and,  when  my  heart  is  sore, 
Those  faded  cowslips  satisfy  my  need, 
Saying  a  little  thou  didst  love  indeed. 


36  THE  RECORD 


27 

I  LOVED  thee  not  for  a  lesson  in  love,  but  be- 
cause I  was  fain  ; 
I  have  earned  no  love,  but  only  a  lesson  to  love 

not  again. 
Since  thou  didst  leave  and  unman  me,  I  have  found 

another  as  fair; 

I  would  love,  but  the  lesson  is  fixed,  and  alas,  the 
heart  is  bare. 
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EPILOGUE 

IT'S  mighty  odd 
To  be  a  God, 

And  sit  above  the  world  and  view 
Men  doing  things  I  used  to  do. 

It's  but  a  year 

Since  I  was  there, 

And  had  my  loves  and  hates,  and  spent 
My  time  in  grief  and  merriment. 

I  knew  a  boy  : 

Tis  now  my  joy 

To  see  him  grown  a  man,  who  plays 
The  part  I  played  in  former  days. 

For  I  have  won 

Above  the  sun 

A  careless  freedom  from  all  grief 
And  pleasure  that's  but  freedom's  thief. 
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I  dwell  sublime 
Past  space  and  time: 
I  live  secure  from  every  doubt 
That  used  to  blow  my  mind  about. 

But  it's  so  odd 

To  be  a  God, 

That  sometimes  I  could  almost  go 
And  play  with  people  down  below. 
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